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Summertime 


Author's Notes: 
sashataakheru was my beta for this story. Thank you for helping me with the translation and for being such a 
great teacher :D 


At the beginning it was amusing. It felt weird to lie on the bed in some hotel room and listen to both of them. | 
almost enjoyed it and sometimes chuckled quietly until it occurred to me that it would actually only be funny 
to do that in company. This thought spoiled my enjoyment immensely. 


Whenever | got the room next to them | behaved rather quietly and moved only very carefully to witness 
what was going on in the room next door. | am not sure whether | feared that | would be able to hear them 
while they were having sex or if | rather hoped for it. My thoughts circled around this topic which made me 


insane and | already startled as soon as | heard the slightest noise. 


On this particular evening | decided to put an end to it and I left. | slammed the door on purpose, which was 


admittedly a little silly, and | probably did it rather to impress myself. 


When | returned to the hotel hours later | felt tired and cold despite the mild temperatures outside. | almost 
had forgotten why | had left the hotel in the first place. 


| fell asleep rather quickly, although the air in the room was stuffy and the sheets smelled strange. Not much 
time passed and | woke up again with a looming headache. The bed next door slammed against the wall in an 


unmistakable rhythm. 


Slowly | felt anger and frustration welling up inside me. | was angry and | actually didn't know why. Meanwhile 
everyone in the band had noticed anyway. But | had never really focused on that. There were a few obvious 
glimpses and gestures. The body language had changed somehow but | never really cared what noises they 
would let loose while they are having sex. That had changed. Against my will. Surely | could have switched on 
the TV or | could have hammered against the wall but something held me back. 


It made me frantic to know what happened next to my room. Maybe it was jealousy. It clearly made me feel 
insecure that | felt aroused by the noises that | could hear. It excited me already since the first time that | 
listened to both of them. But this was the first time | masturbated to their noises. | did it twice that night, 
and then again early in the morning. The first time | did it, | imagined them in many different sex positions as | 
listened to the sounds the bed was making. | already had witnessed, surprisingly, that it was Izzy who was in 
charge and | let that influence my thoughts. | imagined Izzy's sweaty hair that would cling to his neck, his wet 
and parted lips and his lazy gaze while he was having sex with Axl in the dirty hotel bed. These thoughts made 


me come hard. 


Ever since both of them became a couple | saw Izzy, in particular, with different eyes. I'd never seen him in a 
lasting relationship before and it surely was the fact that he lead it with Axl of all people, that made him so 


interesting for me all of sudden 


Izzy was still the same person, but, at the same time, somehow different. His laughter was more intense. It 
was the warmth he now radiated. His quiet manner, which almost seemed unapproachable before, had changed. 
He appeared reserved, but in a pleasant and almost inviting way. He never showed his affection openly. | noticed 


a few glimpses that lasted longer than usual or a hand that brushed Axl's. But beside that he kept his 
affections quiet. 


It was Axl of all people who seemed not to be willing to contain how much he liked Izzy. There were only brief 
moments in public, which wouldn't have attracted any attention if you weren't looking for it. But it was enough 
to make Axl look like a love-stoned teenager. | had assumed that he would probably get paranoid out of fear 
somebody could figure it out, that he would only follow Izzy with in a safe distance, but that was a mistake. 


It even went so far that | could see them kissing when we went out for a night at a club. Both had retreated 
into a dark corner and | saw that Izzy had placed his hands on Axl's face and kissed him deeply and slowly. Axl 
wrapped his arms around Izzy's hips, and he moaned softly. His head was tilted back slightly, and it was this 


submissive position that shocked me most. | watched, open-mouthed, unable to look away. 


Izzy became aware that they were being watched because Izzy always notices everything. He glanced up, not in 


the least bit surprised, which | was not expecting. He looked at me as if he had known that it couldnt be 
anyone else. This thought haunted me for a long time. Axl did notice too and he glimpsed at me with heavy 
eyes. | was never sure if I'd just imagined that leer of his. 


It was this moment in particular, the second where both of them caught me, which made my orgasms appear 
so dirty. That first orgasm had barely faded away and | already felt guilty. | could see Izzy's uninterested look 
on his face and that little smirk from Axl. Both had caught me, and, in my mind, they could see me while | was 
getting off, even though this was impossible. 


The second orgasm didn't feel much better. It almost didnt bring relief. | was lying there, stroking myself as | 

listened to the noises they were making, which were prior drowned by the noises of the bed slamming against 

the wall. | could hear Axl’s deep voice rather clearly. | could hear that he enjoyed what Izzy was doing to him. | 
could hear him moaning, his words that made Izzy 


Go on like that 


| could hear the noisy climax, that didn't seem to end. Then, finally, the soft talking and Izzy's moaning which 


got more and more desperate and followed by a quiet squeal. 


In the early morning it started all over again. | felt incredibly tired. | thought that it would be cold in the room, 
but that was impossible because it was summer. My face was sticky with sweat. | could imagine only too well 
how pale | must have looked. | was hungry and desperately wanted to take a shower. 


At first | thought that they were only talking quietly, and began to wonder what had woken me up in the first 
place, but then | heard the sighs and a lot of movement coming from their bed. This time it was Izzy who was 
clearly audible. | imagined Axl sitting on top of Izzy who was backed against the wall, while | listened to the 
rhythmical creaking of the bed. 


Despite all the weariness, | felt arousal coming up pretty fast. My cock was hard and | started to sweat, 
although my face still felt cold. My hair was sticking to my neck A fly was buzzing through the room, never 
staying far from the bed. It landed on my forehead and | had to take my hand away from my cock to shoo the 
fly away because my other hand had gone dead beneath my head. 


My nerves were shot and | was just about to give up when | heard them moaning urgently and | focused on 
my hard cock again. Izzy talked to Axl, and he moaned with pleasure as his movements became faster, less 
controlled. Whenever Izzy stopped talking the noises of their bed became more regular and calmer. Then | 
would hear a lot of movement on the bed again, and | heard both of them groan loudly, accompanied by the 


familiar noise of the bed frame slamming against the wall. 
Harder 


As | heard that, | had to loosen my hand from my cock to prevent me from coming right away. | had Izzy in 


my mind, imagining him taking Axl brutally, and | thought that serves the little bastard right. | tossed my 


blanket back frantically, which was warm and damp as I'd been sweating with excitement underneath it. | laid 


my hand on my belly, which rose and fell quickly, lifting my lower body off the bed. 


Axl reached orgasm already a few seconds later, which didnt surprise me because he announced it right 


before he came. 
/ wont last long 


This sentence aroused me such that | repeated it endlessly in my mind and my hand felt its way to my hard 
dick again, through the wet spot beneath my belly button to where precome had gathered. 


The following orgasm from Izzy seemed torturously slow in contrast to Axl's. | could only sense a little 
movement by the bed next door and it was so quiet for a moment that | thought he might have reached his 
climax already without me noticing. | felt disappointment welling up inside me, along with a stinging feeling of 


guilt. 
/ want you 


Axl's voice almost didn't sound like himself and that's what distracted me from my thoughts again. | sensed 
that those words urged Izzy further towards his climax because | could hear him breathing wildly. Then the 
bed was slammed against the wall a few more times and | imagined Izzy, needy and desperate, and Axl who 
clung to his sweaty body and | heard Izzy shouting his name and | couldn't keep myself from coming even if | 
wanted to. | would have never imagined that it would be such an arousing experience for me to listen to them 


having sex. Never. 


My orgasm built up quickly and intensely and Izzy came at the same time, cursing loudly and coming enviably 
slowly. | could hear Izzy moaning, which sounded surprisingly deep and muffled. | imagined that his head laid on 
Axls shoulder and that he pressed his face against Axl's neck while he was coming inside him. 


Then | heard both of them laughing quietly, and | had to grin because I'd come at the same time as Izzy, and 


because | did come so messily. And then | realized that | was alone. 


| laid my arm, which felt incredibly heavy, on my wet forehead. My jaw was hurting and | let it creak out of 
habit. | gazed off into the distance, and | lay motionless on my bed even though my thoughts were racing. 


Despite what I'd done, despite all the guilt and disgust that welled up in my stomach so much it hurt, | knew I'd 


do it all over again. 


